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Ol'R marines* lifeline to the 
sea was in danger. A Communist force of 
4,000 men had seized the key hill overlook- 
ing Hagaru-ri in the desperate Chosin 
Reservoir fighting. The hill had to be 
taken. But there were no combat forces 
available. 

Lieutenant Colonel Myers, then a major, 
rallied together clerks, cooks, and other 
service personnel, and led a makeshift 
unit of 250 men in an assault up the snow- 
covereil 600-foot hill. Lacking combat 
officers and non-coms, Colonel Myers 
ranged the entire attacking front, leading 
his outnumbered forces upward in the face 
of murderous fire concentrated on him. 
After 11 hours of struggle, the enemy was 
routed, the hill captun-il. and the route to 
the sea secured. Colonel Myers says: 
"When a handful of men can help turn the 
tide ol history, just think of the invincible 
strength of 150 million people working 
toward a common goal — a secure Amer- 
ica! That's what you. and millions of 
people like you, are accomplishing with 
your -ucec—ful 50-billiiin-dollar invest- 
ment in U.S. Defense Bonds. 
"Peace doesn't just happen — it requires 
work. Our troops in Korea are doing their 
pan of the job. You're doing ynurs when 
you buy Bonds. Together we can hammer 
out the peace we're all working for." 



Now E Bond* earn more! 1) All Series E 
Bund* bought after May 1. 1952 average 3% 
interest, compounded semiannually! !nterr»! 
now starts after 6 months and is higher in the 
early years. 21 .111 maturing E Bonds auto- 
matically go on earning after maturity— and 
at the nrw higher interest ! T.-day. utart invert- 
ing in better-paying S-ries E Bonds through 
the Payroll Savings Plan where you work! Or 
inquire at any Federal Reserve Bank or 
Brunch about the Treasury's brand-new bonds. 
Series II, J, and K. 




Lt. Colonel 

Reginald R. Myers, usmc 

Medal of Honor 



Peace is for the strong! For peace and prosperity 
save with U.S. Defense Bonos! 
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fl ITTLS DID AL DESMOND KNOW HE WOULD BE ENMESHED IN A TERRIFYING WEB OF MYSTERY WHEN HB 
fc? TOOK HIS FIANCEE ON AS iN'iKF.rr C'T'NS- 10 A T3A\'=L:NS CIRCUS THAT HAD JUST COME 70 TOWN,' 
BUT' THE HORRIBLE FATE THAT OVERTOOK HIM MIGHT OVERTAKE ANYONE- -UNLESS THE WARNING IN 
AL DESMOND'S STRANGE STORY 13 HEEDED.' 

J THE. VAMPIRE \ SET THE STRONG MAN- HE'LL 
' LOCKED HIMSELF I BUST THE DOOR DOWN SO WE 
' g THE CIRCUS /CAN GE? AT THAT FlEND INSIDER 
MANAGER'S 
WUT. r 
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*MY STORY BEGAN THIS AFTERNOON, WHEN I TOOK MY 
FIANCEE, LOUISE.TOTHE CIRCUS INTDWN!A SIDESHOW 
TENT ATTRACTED MY ATTENTION... " 



"J OlONV BELIEVE IN PALMISTRY, BUT THERE 
WAS SOMETHING FASCINATING ABOUT THAT GIRL 
-• SOMETHING Z COULDN'T RES/ST." 




REALL-CAL-- J PALMISTRY IS NONSENSE ONLY TO 
YOU'RE BE- *^\ FOOLS- -ANO I CAN SEETHAT 
HAVING STUPIDLYMYOU ARE NO FOOL, MY 
THIS IS JUST < HANDSOME ONE.' MAY 
SUPERSTITIOUS J I EXAMINE v ^VSURE 
NONSENSEJj^VYOU HAND? 





TEU-ME--IS 
YOUR NAME 

By ANY 

CHANCE? 



\x-yes,r oor em how on earth Ithe secret was passed down from generation 







/to generation in my family; but when my brother 
■- my last living relative- died recently, i started/ 
looking for another vampire.' i had 70 find <? 
another one , because when i change into a > 
vampire, i lose the power of human speech-- 
andso i'm incapable of pronouncing the word, 

1 that will change me back r 
to my human form.' 





"THECHANSE WAS INSTANTANEOUS- ONE MOMENTIWAS 
A HUMAN KNOWN ASAL DESMOND, ANO THE NEXT 
INSTANT 1 WAS A VAMPIRB, WITH A HORRIBLE 
THIRST FOR BLOOD!",- 




I KNOW YOU'VE STILL GOT SOME HUMAN INSTINCTS 
IN YOU, BUT YOU'LL LOSE THEM AS SOON AS 
YOU TASTE THE BLOOD OF YOUR FIRST VICTIM.' 
THEN YOU'LL BE A FULLFLEDGED VAMPIRE " 
LIKE ME, AND YOU WON'T LEAVE ME EVEN 
WHEN I CHANGE YOU BACK TO YOUR. 

| HUMAN FORM 



"I OIO HAVE SOME HUMAN INSTINCTS LEFT, FOR THE 
THOUGHT OF BEING A LIFELONG SLAVE TOTHAT FEMALE 
FIEND FILLED ME WITH HORROR f ENRAGED BY WHAT 
SHE HAD DONBTOME,! ADVANCED ON HER..." 




''BUT BY THAT TIME NOTHING COULD STOP ME.' IT DIONT 
MATTER WHETHER OR NOT 1 EVER ASSUMED MY HUMAN 
FORM ABAIN, FOR I KNEW I WOULD ALWAYS BE A 
VAMPIRE IN EITHER CASE '. ALL THAT MATTERED WAS 
THATX HAP TO KILL. .MILL... KILL f 



"I LEAPED ON HER, BUT IT WAS TOO L ATS- FOR 
SHE HADALREAPy CHANGED INTO AVAMPIRBf 
THEN BEGAN A BATTLE TO THE DEATH.:" 




*„. A BATTLE WHICH 1 WON, THAWS TO MY ' 
GREATER WEIGHT AND STRENGTH ." 



*BUT NOWTHATXhADSLAINMYFIRSTVICTIM 1 MY 
APPETITE FDR BLOOD WAS WHETTED- AND UNA3LB 
10 CONTROL MYSELF, I FLEW OFF IN SEARCH 
OF OTHER VICTIMS." 




THE SHRIEKS OF MY DYING VICTIMS 
AROUSED THE EWJRE CIRCUS... AND J 
BARELY MANAGED TO ELUDE MY 
PURSUERS .' DESPERATELY, 2 
■SOUGHT SANCTUARY*. • 



'NOW THAT MY COMPULSION TO KILL HAS 
BEEN SATIATED, 1 WAS FILLED WITH 
HORROR AT WHAT Z HAD CONE f X 
BARRED 'THE DDOR.KNOWINQ X 
COULD ONLY POSTPONE MY DOOM- 
AND MY ONLY CHANCE FOR ATONE' 
MENJ WAS TO WRITE A LETTER 
OF WARNING TO THE WORLD-* 








THATSTHEENDOF 
THAT VAMPIRE.'! 
SUESS WE'LL NEVER 
KNOW WHAT MADE 
HIM THE WAY 
HE WAS." 




HMM, STRANSEST STORY J EVER READ.'THERES 
NO TELLIN& WHETHER IT'S TRUE OR NOT, BUTTHE, 

LEAST I CAN DO IS SEND IT ON TOTHE . 

MASAZINE IT WAS ADDRESSED TO-JUST 
THE STORY 16 TRUE.' 




SMALL TOWN ON THE MOONS OF SCOTLAND BOASTS 
ONE OF THE WEIRDEST STORIES EVEN TOLD. IN THE 
LATE NINETEENTH CENTURY, A NOTORIOUS HIGHWAYMAN 
, ROAMED THE ROADS OUTSIDE THE VILLAGE, ROBBING ITS 
] TRAVELERS. THE THIEF WAS A RESIDENT OF THE VILLAGE, 
BUT HIS IDENTITY WAS UNKNOWN ONLY ONE MAN SHARED HIS 
SECRET... THE VILLAGE INNKEEPER/ 




THE MAN 
WAS HANGED, 
AND A 
WEEK AFTER 
HIS DEATH 
A TERRIFYING 
THINS 

HAPPENED/ 
AS THE 
GUESTS OF 
ANGUS ' INN 
RETIRED, 
THEY HEARD 
A CLATTERKt 
OF HOOFS. 
THEY LOOKED 
OUT THEIR 
WINDOWS... 




True to his word, the 
highwayman did return 
every midnight. people 
no longer stayed at 
the haunted hotel for 
fear of the ghost and 
his curse. angus' mind 
cracked and he died soon 
after. to this day, towns- 
people swear that the 
highwayman still rides 
to the deserted inn at 
midnight to aven6eh1s 
betrayal another un- 
solved phenomena to be 
entered in tt£ filts of 
the strange and 

MYSTIFYING. | THE END I 




YOU SEE, DEAR SIR, MY SISTER S 
RELEASE CAN ONLY BE ACCOMPLISHED] 
IF MADAME MOZELLE IS MURDERED BY ) 
ANOTHER HUMAN/ THAT IS WHY I 
CANNOT DO THE JOB MYSELF, BUT 

MUST EMPLOY TOUR SWEETHEART,, 

CARLA/ 



AAAIIIY//YOU AND-AND YOUR 
DEVIL - KILLING DAGGER HAVE DESTROYED 
ME'MAYYOU BE CURSED FOR ETERNITY/ 
AND NOW MY WITCH-SISTER'S POWER 
r IS DESTROYED AT THE SAME TIME/ 





•worn to ud «t»i 



(SlfBttute of •dHor, publuiui 
■ JStS Axt 01 SfKf.lbir, 1MI 

ETTA SARDT. NoUry Public 
Ml Concern to a Ex pun lUrtO 



(Ttiit iniurm»tion 1* required 
miciter or owjtr) 



THE MATTERHORN, A HUGE. AWESOME MOUNTAIN, WHICH 
STANDS AS A CHALLENOE TO ALPINE CLIMBERS, WAS 
THE SCENE OF, A STRANGE DISASTER TWENTY-THREE 
TEARS AGO. THREE GERMAN ALPINERS ATTEMPTED TO 
SCALE THE DIZZY HEIGHTS OP THIS MOUNTAIN. 
STRUGGLING UP TO WITHIN YARDS OF THE TOP, THE 
THREE MEN RESTED ON A NARROW LEDGE . . . 




The third man of the 
party watched in terror 
as the ghostly figure 
hurled the leader to 
>iis doom. he made the 
treacherous descent 
from, the matterhorn and 
went to a nearby village 
to report the strange 
tale. a searching party 
was organizeo to look 
for the body. they found 
the two men, lying side 
bfsioe. the face of the 
man who was first pushed 
to his death, was frozen 
into a gruesome smile. ..a 
look of horror still on 
the ruthless leader's fac e/ 

THE END 
I 






Among the buck deeds 
the powers of evil have 
imposed as duties upon 
their wretched votaries, 
none are more horrible 
than the practices of 
those who serve kali, 
dark goddess of death 
and destruction. vome 
eof her followers, under 
i the name of "thugs' or 
\phansisars were long 
i the scourge of india 
i and there are those who 
j are still held captives 
7ful spell 






I 



On an estate near Calcutta, 
charles delavan, an englishman 
visiting india, was the guest of a 
wealthy, aristocratic hindu, who 
had been his classmate at 




Later, m his room in zqifvkan's 

HOME, CHARLES THOUOHT OF MANY 
STRANGE THINGS THAT HAD HAPPENED 
SINCE HIS ARRIVAL 



i ZOLFUKAR ALWAYS PHETEXCBTD p 
SCORN THE MYTHICAL GODS Of HIS 
RACE, BUT TONIGHT AFTER HIS REMARK 
ABOUT KALI HE LEFT THE ROOM. AM) 
THERE HAVE BEEN OTHER THINCS — 
WHY, THERE HE IS/ WHERE COULD 





,YOU DRANK 
IT ALL/ AND 1 
SUPPOSE YOU 
WOULD LIKE T 
KNOW WHAT T 
IS. WHEN I 



SHE IS BEAUTFU 
BUT THERE IS SOME- 
THING HORRIBLE 
ABOUT HER/ AND 
WHY SHOULD A 
WOMAN LIKE THAT 
-KISS A STRANGER-- 
EVEN ONE WHO HAS 
JUST BEEN RESCUED 
THE DEAD I 




SUDDENL Y Tie WOMAN 'S 
STRONG HANDS PULLED 
CHARLES TO NCR, HOLDING 
HIM WHILE HER LIPS 
CAME DOWN ON HIS IN A 
KISS THAT FILLED HIM 
WITH REVULSION. 



AND SO.CHAHLES DELAVAN.YOU 

BELONG TO KALI. YOU DRANK OF TIC 
GOOR, THE CONSECRATED SUGAR 
THAT WILL MAKE YOU ONE OF MY 
THUGGEES. YOU WILL KILL FOR KALI. 
.NO THE KISS OF KAU DOOMS 1DU TO 
DESTRUCTION-- AS YOU DARED DES- 
TROY THAT WHICH WAS MINE/ 




AFRAID TO FACE 



CAPTAIN-- I AM A KILLER. EVEN 
THOUGH ZOLFUKAR IS DEAD- THE 

STRANGLING5 HAVE GONE ON. YOU 
DIG NOT KNOW ZOLFUKAR WAS DOING \ 
THEM, DID YOU/ BUT HE WAS. 



I GREW MORE 

■ DEAR SIR. 
RE IN A 
STATE OF SHOCK. 
ARE IMAGINING 
NGS.YOU COULD 
NOT POSSIBLY 





The Snd CAME FOR CHARLES DELAVAN in HIS PRISON 
CELL WHEN NE FASHIONED HI S OWN NOOSE FROM A SHEET 

AnosTRAmta to death. ■ „,, course re wsmm. 



THE ENGLISHMAN MUST HAVE 
GONE INSANE. HE TALKED 
ALWAYS OF THE VENGEANi 



SANE MEN KNOW THERE IS 
NO SUCH THING AS DARK 

i OF DtSTRUC- 
THAT HE RAGED 




BAYOU TERROR! 



To Whom It May Concern: 

My life 1 is ebbing quickly. I shall not live 
many more hours if my doctor is correct. I in- 
tend herein to set down the true facts of the 
death of my wife who died twenty years ago. 
I did not do so at the time of her death, for I 
feared tha* those who tead my tale would con- 
sider me insane. You may scoff at this story 
now, and call it the ravings of a crazy old 
man, but I hope that, there may be some who 
will read it and will realize the true powers 
of voodoo and black magic. 

1 first saw the Bayou country ot Louisiana 
in 1928 when I went there to study the cus- 
toms of the people who live in those dark 
and mysterious swamplands. They were a 
strange people, I found, and were capable of 
believing in the most far-fetched superstitions. 
Among the things they believed existed were 
vampires, zombies and even a woman who 
was able to transform herself into a giant 
snake. Mytoa. she was called. Tradition said 
that no human being could kill this woman 
when she had taken the form of a snake, and 
that she could only be desttoyed when in hu- 
man form. There was a cult that worshipped 
Mytoa, and that was reported to offer human 
sacrifices to her so that she would not kill and 
devour them all. Try as I might, I was never 
able to discover the place where these rites 
were held. I wished to bring information of 
this strange group back to the museum that 
had employed me to.carry on this research. 

After several months in the. interior of the 
bayou country, I ventured into nearby New 
Orleans. I felt-that I needed a vacation to get 
back to the sane world of reality. I called on 
some old friends of my father's and was gra- 
ciously invited to live with them during my 
stay in the city. I was only too anxious to do 
this after meeting theit very beautiful daugh- 
ter Pamela. Little did I realize that Pamela 
would soon become my wife. She was the 



most sensationally beautiful woman -I had 
ever seen. She had long black tresses, fair 
smooth skin and the most sttange and capti- 
vating eyes. Eyes almost like ... a snake! 

I spent many happy and interesting hours 
with Pamela's father, sitting in his study dis- 
cussing the strange beliefs of the bayou peo- 
ple. He firmly believed in one of these super- 
stitions. The one about the snake woman, 
Mytoa. 

"I myself saw the snake woman!" he told 
tne. "One day as I was crocodile hunting in* 
the swamps with some friends, our guide sud- 
denly bid us to be silent. He said that we had 
accidentally come upon the worshiping place 
of the snake cult. He urged us to leave the 
area with the greatest possible speed. I scoffed 
at his feats and declared that I would go on 
and try to catch a glimpse of these strange 
folk during rheir rites. I was immediately de- 
serted by my party, who did not wish to tempt 
fate. Alone, I ctept forward till I reached the 
edge of a large clearing, filled with kneeling 
natives. I had come up behind the altar used 
by this strange cult for their human sacrifices 
to Mytoa!" § 

At this point I intetiupted him. "You don't 

mean to tell me, sir, that you were ptepared 

■ to stand by and let these people murder some 

innocent creatures for their insane 'snake 

goddess'?" I asked. 

"Let me go on," he said. "You see, 1 had 
expected that the sacrifices were performed 
by the membets of the cult to a 'Snake god- 
dess" that they had never actually seen. Sud- 
denly, though, there appeared before the 
assembled members a young woman. I was 
behind her and did not have a chance to see 
her face, although from all other outward 
appearances she was a normal young woman. 
At the sight of her, the people gatheted in 
the clearing began to chant a strange dirge 
that I had nevet heard in all my yeats in 



bayou country. Drums began to pound and several 
members of the cult, wearing hideous masks, came 
forward and began some sort of weird ceremonial 
dance before the woman. From among the assembled 
crowd, three young girls and a young man were 
brought before her. They were chained, obviously to 
be the human sacrifices. As suddenly as the woman 
before me appeared, she changed form and became 
a giant snake. The snake was a full forty feet long. 
I say that it was the young woman that changed be- 
cause where she had stood a split second before there 
was now that ghastly snake. Then, chanting tht same 
dug* i&at tht natiits had chanted, the snake slithered 
forward and wrapped itself around the chained and 
helpless victims. Still chanting, the monster began to 
devour the sacrifices who set up a great clamor with 
their cries of agony. I raced back to the spot where 
my party bad left a canoe for me and left the swamps 
as quickly as 1 could. 1 know it sounds fantastic, but 
Mytoa, the snake woman, doti rxist!" 

Ames had told this tale with such sincerety that I 
mest admit I was a bit shaken by the time he finished. 
I couldn't really believe this story . . . but still . . . 
Ames was not the sort of man to spin an idle yarn! 

As time passed during my stay at the Ames' home, 
! became more and more fond of Pamela, Our at- 
traction grew into a very deep love, and it was de- 
cided that we would wed. It was agreed that we 
would be married and spend our honeymoon in New 
Orleans. The marriage took place and the honey- 
moon passed with amazing speed, and soon it was 
time for me to return to the bayous and resume my 
research. Pamela argued that it was a wife's place to 
accompany her husband wherever he went, and 1 
finally agreed to let her come along on the trip. We 
departed for the swarrips, and as 1 recalled Pamela s 
father's conversation about the snake woman, I wis 
increasingly anxious to be about my work. 

Pamela and I and our party of natives camped 
deep within the interior of the swamplands. I had 
obtained from Pamela's father a rather exact de- 
scription of the location of the place where the snake 
worshipers offered their sacrifices to Mytoa. 1 located 
the clearing that I believed to be the place and plan- 
ned to return that evening. Pamela, though, pleaded 
with me to remain in camp that night and postpone 
my expedition. She seemed so worried that I com- 
plied with her wishes and retired to my tent about 



eleven o'clock. 1 awoke a short while later and found 
that my mosquito netting had fallen from over my 
bed. As ^1 arose to get it, I noticed that Pamela's 
bed was empty. Fear clutched* my heartt! I raced out 
of the tent and found Pamela's footprints . . . lead- 
ing towards the sacrificial clearing! I assumed that 
Pamela was trying, in her protective way, to recon- 
oitcr the clearing and see if there was any danger 
there. I sped along the trail of her tracks until sud- 
denly I came upon the clearing. The sight that I 
saw made my blood run cold. There were the natives, 
just as Pamela's father had described them, chanting 
their strange dirge and placing human sacrifices be- 
fore the snake goddess PAMELA/ 

Yes, as I watched in mute horror, my beautiful 
Pamela changed from her human form to that of the 
giant snake Mytoa. The snake siithtred forward and 
began devouring the humans placed before her as 
sacrifices, but not before one of them had struck her 
on the head with his iron manacles and had drawn 
blood. With a cry of rage, the beast instantly crushed 
and devoured the' rebellious sacrifice. In blind con- 
fusion and repulsion, I raced back to the camp and 
lay trembling on my cot. Jt was not long before 1 
heard Pamela returning. I pretended I was asleep 
until I heard her enter the tent. Then 1 threw the 
beam of cay flashlight full on her body. It was there 
... her forehead was scratched and bleeding and 
her arms, not quite finished changing back to human 
form, were covered with snake-like flesh. With a ay 
of horror, I drew my 'pistol and emptied the chamber 
into my wife, Mytoa, the snake woman. 

The world I knew, would be safer with 1 this hid- 
eous beast destroyed. I threw Pamela's body into a 
pool of quicksand, and later, 1 reported to the au- 
thorities that my wife had wandered away from camp 
and had been lost. This is my tale, believe it or not 
as you choose. But anyone familiar with the bayou 
country will vouch for the fact that from that day 
forward there has been ho cult that worships Mytoa, 
the snake goddess. 

And now my breath is coming faster. I have only 
seconds to live. The cause? The doctor says it's a 
fever. Almost as though I had been bitten by a snake. 
He assured me that the two tiny cuts on my wrist 
were not a snake's bite but only scratches. But you 
fcnow don't you? 

THEEND.... 



Tension efnweo rue mall. all 
(res went on th£ cards as 

TH£ DCAIE* SHUFFlCD... AHO WfV. 





ACCORDING TO THESE NOTES HE'S RUDOLFO 
PERDlTO.MY FATHER'S ANCESTOR/ HE ESCAPED 

tf© FROM MAORONE WHOM HE CALLS A MAD 
WIZARD I MAORONE POSSESSES GREAT MAGICAL 
POWERS, INCLUDING A LIFE BEYOND THE GRAVE/ 




ZY MADRONE IS LOOKIN 
FOR A NON- EXISTENT TREASURE 
WHICH HE BELIEVED THE 
PERDITOS HID FROM * 
AND IT SAYS HERE THAT J 
ONLY A FLAMING SPEAR j 
THRUST THROUGH I 
HEART CAN CES1 
HIM FOREVER' 




First Lieutenant 

Henry A. Commiskey. usmc 

Medal of Honor 



,«; 




OnB SEPTEMBEn day. near 
Yongdungp'o. Korea. Lieutenant Com- 
miskcy's platoon was assaulting a vital 
position called Hill 85. Suddenly it hit 
a field of fire from a Red machine gun. 
The important attack stopped cold. 
Alone, and armed with only a .45 calibre 
pistol, Lieutenant Commiskey jumped, 
to his feet, rushed the gun. He dis- 
patched its five-man crew, then reloaded, 
and cleaned out another foxhole. In- 
spired by his daring, his platoon cleared 
and captured the hill. Lieutenant Com- 
miskey says: 

"After all. only a limited number of 
Americans need serve in uniform. But, 
think God there arc millions more who 
are proving their devotion in another 
vitally important way. People like you, 
whose 50-hUlion-dollar investment m 
U.S. Defense Bonds helps make America 
BO strong no Commie can crack us from 
within! That counts plenty. ! 

"Our liullel- alone can't keep you 
and your family peacefully secure. But 
our bullets— ami your llomls— do!" 



Now E Bonds earn imtrvl ll \ll Series E 
Bond* bought after May I. ]'»."..' iTi-ragr 3% 
interest, compounded semiannually! I liter.' »l 
now -i .hi - after 6 iitinii ti- and U higher in the 
early year*. 2) III maturing E Bonil* jui.>- 
malicall)' go on earning "<<■-' maturity -anA 
at tlie new higher in I .tp ~i ! T-.ilav. -tart invent- 
ing in beller-|.j>iiig Sri.-- E Id. ml* through 
tlie Payroll Savings Plan where yuu work! Or 
inquire at any Federal Rwrtr Bank or 
Branch almut tlii- Treasury's brand-new homls. 
Series H. J. and K. 



Peace is for the slrong! For peace and prosperity 
save willi US. Defense Bonds! 
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THETMAIIEDM COUPON! 

T77tmd look what I did for them I 




I'll Prove Kan Make 
YOU alfew Man! 



My Secret Method Has Done Wonders For 

Thousands— Here's What I'll PROVE 

t Can Do For rOU— In Just 15 Minutes A Day! 

1ST MAIL th. coupon bate*, body r wtch "In™., double- 

Re.d my lr« book. And than quick wis tolid MUSCLE. 

I ™*k IlV'" U T fou'ran^aw "Dynamic Tenrfon" ii MWl Only 



I don'l care how old or youn( 
you are, of bow Mham*d ot your 

priicni phyiical condition you may 

■'i SOLID*M03cK!"lo"?om bi" 
■a-ln double-quick (hntl I can 

iad*n your ihoulderi 

ir back; add lack* * 

**'■■ of yUUia powerful 



You can Ilea "Dynamic r«niiffo" 
BUILD MUSCLE Md VITALITY. 

yon 1 ;; be <i««i » 



" WHAT'S Aiy SCCRCT? 
C TENSIONl"' 
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FREE 

llluttruHtd 32-Paga Baok 

Nol II .' Ht ■■ I 
SEND NOW (or it 
famout book. "In 
laitini Health and I 
Strantlh." (Over 3W ^""^ 
MILLION fellow. haVa taut lot it already.) 
33 pa««, parked with actual phoiotraphi. 
valuabla advice. Showi what "Dynamic TV,,. 
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